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Author's Notes: 

Follow up to Shotgun, and a little fun for me. Oh, and | don't know what the major malfunction is but it seems 
in the cut and paste that the two spaces that should follow a period are looking kinda small (as in too short) 
on the preview. We'll see how it looks posted 


As the key card slid home the green light indicated passage was available. Jason pushed the door to the hotel 
room open, slow in his exhaustion. It had been a long trip and an even longer night. They had trouble with the 
plane in Detroit, causing the flight to be held up long enough to destroy any hope of relaxation or settlement 
before the show that evening in Charleston. They had landed on the pointy mountaintop, where no plane should 


be able to land successfully in his opinion, were shuttled into a bus without pretense and then driven at 


exceptionally high rates of speed down the sloping mountain and into downtown Charleston, West Virginia proper, 


sliding to a screeching halt at the venue's doors. 


The front doors no less, stupid fucking bus driver. Surprised concert goers were screaming and grabbing for 

them with what felt like outstretched claws. Even for him it was too much, and that was saying a lot for the 
one member of the band that did it "for the kids." Hour after hour of signing autographs and making moronic 
small talk with dopes half his age, and they always managed to ask about Cliff at some point. 


Fuck. 


Jason dropped his duffel behind the door in the makeshift closet space and let go of the knob, allowing the 
heavy metal to swish shut effortlessly. He jerked open the door to the mini-fridge, fingered a beer and kicked 
the small door closed with his heel. He walked over to the bed and fell into it. 


Straight from the front of the venue the band had been hustled down a long circular hallway, behind a locked 
door and through a maze of intricate passageways that wove behind the publics' awareness. Without 
circumstance, each member was shoved unceremoniously into their respective dressing rooms. Ten minutes to 
dress, eight to warm up, five to get to the door and two to make it to the stage, a whopping twenty-five 
minutes from bus to stage. How that sucked. Lars had bitched the entire time and James quietly threatened 
people's lives and unborn children should the sound not be checked, but Kirk had taken it in stride. Not even 
one scowl, just his usual secret-hidden-away smile and the gentle lope of his stride to the stage door. Jason 
just tried to keep up with the generalized chaos and the instructions traveling on the scream that bounced 
harshly off the cinder block walls and tiled flooring. The whole thing was giving him a headache, but he didn't 
have time for headaches, all he had time for was to grab his bass and make his way onto the stage and pound 
out a two and a half hour set with zero mistakes to go along with zero preparation. Amazingly enough, they 
had almost pulled it off. The meet-and-greet after was canceled and the four of them were whisked out of 
the back parking lot of the venue (now there was an improvement) in a limo and around a block to the 
Marriott garage entrance, two blocks up and across the street. He would have walked it if he hadn't thought 
he would be killed by the mob of kids. 


Jason cracked the top off the beer and took half the contents in one drink, his breathing labored when he 
finally came up for air. His mind was idle for a moment. He looked around the familiar room, over the dark 
rust-colored carpet, onto the beige walls with its nondescript textured coating, past the open curtains, out the 


glass to the view of the mall, past the mall to the river, and beyond the river up the scale of the mountain 


and to the stars that blinked in the blackened sky above. He sighed. 


His eyes refocused on the signed building across the street. Lazarus, it read in back lit letters, probably a good 


four feet high. 
Lazarus. 


He remembered suddenly the last time he had seen those letters, that same sign, in the light of day. No 
lighting, none necessary, as the sun had shone brightly against the silver figures, glinting off the brushed steel 


finish. 


He thought back to that other day, as his eyes had traced the large letters his hands had worked at the 
closure of his own clothing, stripping it away from his body and laying his own skin bare to the newest of 


experiences. His mind tripped backwards as he traced the letters once again. 
Lazarus. 
The memories fled. 


“There was a rich man who was dressed in purple and fine linen, and lived in luxury every day. At his gate was 


laid a beggar named Lazarus." 


Jason laughed derisively, wondered if he had ever seen James dressed in purple. He took the rest of his beer 
in one long draw. His muscles ached tremendously from the abuse of cramped travel and physical exertion, but 
he hurt from the inside out, for more reasons than those physical. Then there were thoughts of Kirk, the 
dark eyed demon that haunted his dreams. He stayed mostly for the chance of it all. It had been a long 
abusive trail with this band and there were days he was sure he'd walk off into some unknown city and simply 


disappear from their ridicule and torture. 

Only not here, not West Virginia. This was one of the few places that held any charm in his memory. His eyes 
skated out the window and back to the glowing sign His hand found the telephone blindly and he dialed Kirk's 
room without even thinking. 

They were in Charleston after all, what was to think on? 

** 

The knock came in three rapid successions, hard, meaningful, and almost demanding. 

Jason rose from the bed, the smile on his face spreading quickly from gentle to eager. He made his way 
across the room, pushing his hardening cock down just a bit with his palm and thumb, and jerked the door open 
without pretense. 

"That was quick, l'm." His voice trailed off to silence as he took in the man standing in his doorway. 

"What was quick?" James said as he stepped passed Jason and into the room, uninvited. 

"Uh." Jason's hand felt numb and the door slipped through his fingers, shutting on it's own with an audible click. 
The closing sounded with finality. It made Jason sweat, like the sound of a cell door closing on a virgin inmate, 


locked behind bars with an animal posing as human. 


James rummaged through Jason's mini-fridge, the "Well?" barely distinguishable behind the small plastic door, 


James’ hair and the adrenaline thump of Jason's frantic pulse. 


"Uh. Oh. | ordered room service," he indicated the phone as though James could see him, "but just like minutes 


ago, | thought you were them." 


James eyeballed the stack of green-room sandwiches wrapped tightly and stored in the little fridge, just next 


to the line of complimentary Coke cans. He rolled his eyes before standing up. Jason was so pathetic. 


"Really." James said, without inflection He cranked the top off the beer bottle and swallowed deep, and then he 


caught Jason in his stare. 

"Yep." Jason answered, awkwardly taking the chair by the window. His feet shuffled in the carpet and he wasn't 
sure what to do with his hands. He didn't make eye contact as James took the seat across the table from him. 
Fuck, what was he going to do? Kirk could show up any minute, and why would Kirk be here? What excuse 
would he make, would Kirk make? Would Kirk tell James? It was no secret about Kirk, about what he liked, what 
he did. James was no idiot. What other reason would Kirk have to be coming to his room, after the show, when 
everyone usually went their separate ways? If Kirk told James, or even if Kirk just showed up in some low- 
slung fuck-me pants and no shirt,.argh..Jason was fucked. Nothing but faggot jokes from here on out. He was 
so screwed. 

"Why are you groaning?" James asked. You are so screwed.. 

Jason looked up sharply. "Did |?" 

"You did" James took another drink, tilting only the bottle so that his eyes never left Jason. 

"Out loud?" 

"Out loud” One side of James' mouth crooked up, the line appearing to accentuate the juncture of his lips. 


Jason rubbed the side of his neck nervously, desperate. "My neck. ts fucking killing me." 


James sniffed. At first it was in dismissal, but then he sniffed the air again, like an animal testing the location 
of its quarry. Once more, as he settled his bottle onto the table top. "You going out or something?" 


"No. Why would you say that?" 
James drew air through his nostrils noisily, ready to make his point. "Cologne." 


"Uh." Jason frowned. "What?" 


"You're wearing cologne. You don't wear that shit on stage." James lifted his bottle and pointed the bottom 
towards Jason, indicating, "Why are you wearing cologne?" 


"| just got out of the shower.” 
"Your hair's not wet" 

"Its already dried up" 

"That wasn't the question" James took a draw of beer. 
"What was the question?" 

"The cologne?" 

"Fuck" 


James laughed quietly. At first he had considered killing Kirk, not for letting Jason fuck him, and not for 
stringing Jason along, but for calling him and begging him to take this date. Begging him to come down to 
Jason's room and fill in for the squirrelly little fuck since, on the elevator no less, Kirk had made a date with 
the bell boy. Yep, at first he had considered killing Kirk, but then his curiosity got the better of him. He and 
Kirk had traded off more partners than Lars could have ever dreamt of and that, well, that was the only real 
secret in Metallica-land. So, if he followed through it would no longer be a secret, but if he didn't show up, and 
Kirk didn't show up either, then he'd have to deal with a poor little hurt Jason and all of his residual feelings of 
abandonment and heartache. Fuck. He should have killed Kirk a long time ago. This was not going to be easy, not 
like the others. 


"You got a date, New-kid?" 

"No." Jason ran his fingers through his hair and glanced quickly at the door. 

“Sure about that?" 

Jason sighed. "No." 

James leaned back, the chair creaking beneath him as the fake leather Naugahyde whined out its protest. His 
knees dropped further open and he drank the last of his beer from the brown bottle and then tossed it to the 
floor. James leaned his long frame to the right, looking past the lip of the window and down into the street. 


Kids were gathered below the shining Lazarus sign, hoping, waiting, wanting any glimpse of their heroes. 


"What do you suppose they're thinking?" James asked without taking his eyes off the line of people on the 
sidewalk opposite their hotel. 


"Who?" 


"Those kids down there. On the sidewalk" James winked conspiratorially at Jason and asked, "Do you think 
there's a Lars in training out there? Hanging outside the hotel venue, waiting for an invite, waiting for a break? 


Ready to give up their soul to their metal gods in return for a moment of recognition?” 
Jason snickered. "Maybe." 


"Do you suppose they wonder what our cock's look like? How my cock would look when it's hard, heavy, fat 
with blood and ready for fucking? What that hard ridge of flesh might taste like as it slipped between their 
lips? What it would smell like to have their nose pressed into my crotch hair when | shoved it down their 


throat?" 


Jason sputtered, wordless, the whites of his eyes clearly visible in shock, but he didn't think James noticed. 


The other man was still looking into the street. Be cool, now. 


"I bet they fucking do." James said as he looked back up at Jason with heavily lidded eyes gone dark, righting 


himself in the chair. Jason watched as James' hand came to rest on the lump beneath his fly. 
"l, uh," Jason stammered, staring, looking away and then back, staring again, "I don't know. Maybe?" 


"Yeah they fucking do. Part of the draw of this job man" James smirked at Jason like he was an idiot, 
unabashedly pressing his palm against his swelling dick. "Its not as easy as all that though, is it? Little fuckers 
start talking, telling everyone about what they did, what they saw, who they saw do what. Fuckers. Not like 
everyone would believe it but still. And Lars, he ain't no help, he gets us in enough trouble with his mouth 


alone." 


Jason couldn't take his eyes off of James’ hand, where it kneaded the hidden flesh. He had all but forgotten 
about Kirk. 


"Kirk's not coming.” James said. 
"What?" 


"| said, Kirk's not coming. Tonight. Here." James punctuated the last word in jest by squeezing his own flesh. "To 


you." 


Jason shook his head. "| don't know--" 
"Yes you do fucking know what I'm talking about. He's not coming. | told him not to come." It was easier this 
way. He could be the asshole, Jason already thought he was an asshole, and that way nobody was really at 


fault. Except him, and he just had to keep going. 


"What was it like Jay? Did you like it? Did you like sinking your hard cock into Kirk's ass?" 


"|. Um." 
"Did it feel good? All hot and tight and slick. Tighter than any pussy, ain't it?" 


"And when Kirk came, pouring his spunk all over his chest, and his ass pulled you in, squeezing you harder than 


you've ever felt before,’ James laughed, "did you like that?" 

"James." 

"Did you ever make it far enough to taste his dick, Jay?" 

"Nol" 

"Did you lick the sweat from his body, bury your face between his legs and taste him there?" 

"James, please." 

James leaned in towards Jason His voice dropped considerably. "James. Please. What?" He asked. 

Jason looked frantic, like a caged being with the fore-knowledge he's about to die. Or worse. 

James smiled at him, but it wasn't friendly. 

"Jason" James said, leaning back in his chair and waiting for Jason to look him in the face. Jason's eyes stalled 


briefly on James chin, moved up to his cheek and hesitantly on to the other man's eyes. "I know you've 


thought of it. | can see it on your face, boy. You've wondered what it would feel like to suck a cock" 
"No." 

"How much pain it would involve to have a dick shoved in your ass." 

"| no 


"You can't decide for sure if Kirk getting off, riding your cock, if it's really true. If there's enough pleasure to 
ease the pain" 


"Um." 
"You want to try it, don't you? You were going to ask Kirk to fuck you?" 


"Ja--" 


"You were, tonight, weren't you Jason? You were gonna let Kirk fuck your ass." 
"ee.. eS... 
"You want to know what it feels like, to be fucked by a man, don't you Jason" It wasn't a question. 


"Yes." Jason whispered. His face was flushed, the room suddenly warmer than before, warmer than he 


remembered. A bead of sweat slid over his temple, dampening his hair. 


"Every since you fucked Kirk, its made you wonder about other men, hasn't it, Jase?" James dropped his voice. 
"You've wondered what | look like, haven't you boy? What my hard cock looks like. What it would feel like if | 
fucked you, if | shoved my dick in your ass? You could almost imagine it, my hands digging into your skin, my 
dick pressed against your asshole, edging in past the head. That white hot stab of pain before the good feelings 


set in, and the opposites mix into a cocktail of sensation you don't want to escape." 


Jason didn't answer, he couldn't answer. His tongue was dried to the roof of his mouth and the sweat on his 


palms bled through his denim clad thighs. He tried to breathe, but he couldn't make it work. 


James watched Jason closely, waiting for the moment, the exact moment to pounce. Hunter and prey, it was an 
intricate dance. James eyes traveled over Jason's thin body, watched as his stomach hitched with forced 
breaths, noticed the pink knob of flesh peeking past the waist of his Levi's. He smiled. 


"Makes your ass itch, don't it Jase?" James began, leaning in towards Jason again. "You've seen it in your mind 
and it makes you want it, makes you wonder what it would feel like to have me inside you. My body, hard and 
ready, my fat cock forcing its way in, my dick head licking at your insides? It makes you weak doesn't it, how 
bad you want it, how bad you want to get fucked?" 


There was a long silence, and then a very queit, "Yes." 

"You got works then?" 

"Yeah." 

"Well, go get ‘em.” 

Jason scuttled out of the chair, nearly knocking it over in the process. James watched him go, disappear 
beyond the bathroom wall, and then he yanked off his t-shirt and kicked out of his shoes. His hands moved to 
undo his jeans, one button, and then another. He splayed the front of the material wide before hooking his 
thumbs in the sides and shimmying the denim downward so that the front sat just beneath his balls. His cock 


hung casually, semi-hard, over his sack, waiting for Jason to return and when the boy came back around the 


corner with his dop kit in hand James' cock bounced once in pure anticipation 


Jason placed the dop kit on the table, quickly retrieving a condom and lube from its depths and placing them on 
the table near James right hand. 


"You're gonna need more condoms." 

Jason reached in and pulled out a strip of six. He hoped that was enough. 

James left hand held the base of his shaft. He indicated it with a glance down. "Taste me." 

Jason hesitated, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. "Uh." 

"Jason!" Jason looked quickly at James. "Taste my cock" There was no room for argument in his statement. 


Jason lowered himself to the floor to his hands and knees, without touching James. He was afraid Afraid of 
doing something wrong, afraid of the consequences of his insane actions, afraid he'd like it and want more..and 
never get more. Mostly he was afraid his life would just go from bad to worse in this stupid little carnival, 
after it was over, after he had finally been had in the most intimate of ways. He crept forward by inches, his 
face level with James’ crotch, the other man's cock staring him down. He could smell James, the after concert 
sweaty musk smell. The same as his own, the same as what little he had experienced of Kirk, but somehow 
different. Stronger. Darker. More manly, if it was possible. The odor swept through the caverns of where 
thought might reside, wiping clean any consideration of retreat. Jason wanted that dick in his mouth. 


James watched as Jason made his way between his legs, his mouth opened and his tongue, pink and moist, 
reached out and made its initial contact with the head of James’ dick. First one tentative lick moved over his 


skin, and then another soft pass that was more daring than the first. 
"Does it taste good Jason?" 


Jason didn't answer. He moved forward and took just the head of the cock behind his lips. He let it rest there 
for a moment, tasting with his tongue, testing the spongy tissue in his lips, before moving farther down the 
soft shaft. His eyes watched as some of the length disappeared, and as he moved towards the large hand that 
encircled the base, he allowed the length of flesh to slide across his tongue, savoring the taste as it went. The 
tiny hairs on James' hand shone gold in the lamp light as Jason's face got closer, he wondered in his mind if he 
could get the entire length of James in his mouth. 


James knew flaccid was not threatening, but it was still a struggle. The warmth and wetness of Jason's mouth 


was more than a little welcoming. He crimped his fingers hard at the base where he held himself. 


"That's it bitch. Take me in, take me. It's your job to make me hard Jason. You gotta make me hard so | can 


fuck your asshole." 


Jason moved his knees forward and settled completely into the opened juncture of James’ thighs. His angle 
changed and James cock slipped farther into Jason's mouth, causing the flesh to jump. The cockhead hit the 


roof of Jason's mouth, but before he could panic it flopped back against his tongue. He felt a hand grip his 
shoulder, the thumb tapping at his collar bone. 


"Give me your hand" It was time. James couldn't stay even half soft any longer. Jason was going to have to 


man-up. 


Jason lifted his hand towards James. James encircled his wrist and pulled the hand to his crotch. He fitted the 
‘v' between Jason's thumb and first finger tightly beneath his balls, brushing his fingers over Jason's to press 
them into the hairy flesh of his crotch. Jason took the hint and gripped the other man, pressing in underneath 
his sack, lifting and pushing the flesh upward so that the muscle in his palm, beneath his thumb, pressed into 


James perineum. Jason swallowed the length down to the base. 


‘Oh..yeah.." James breathed on a long sigh. New-kid wasn't bad for a cherry. "Just like that bitch. Don't fucking 
stop." James could feel the blood rushing south. 


James’ cock swelled behind Jasor's lips, jumping against its confines as Jason retreated and then moved back 
down. The act of the flesh hardening excited Jason. His own cock leaked against his belly, still trapped behind 
the denim. Jason bent his fingertips into the wiry hair of James’ pubes and moved his mouth along the length 
of meat. With each pass it seemed to get longer, harder, and to his surprise, wider. His lips stretched to 
accommodate the growth, but with each downward movement his efforts became shallower. A small fear 
ripped at his stomach. Kirk wasn't this big, didn't seem this big. James was never going to fit. Never. Jason's 
pacing faltered and his front teeth grazed the sensitive head of James’ dick. The hand on his shoulder 
tightened against his bones, but there was no further protest. That moment egged Jason forward. His fingers 
dug further into James' low belly and he moved his mouth back down, taking the full, hard cock as deep as he 
could before cutting off his own air. On the upward swing he gently grazed his teeth along the taught flesh, 
rewarded with a loud groan from the man above him. When he got to the edge of the head he closed his teeth 


around it with gentle pressure. 


A chest deep growl filled Jason with some sense of satisfaction. James‘ hand snaked into the hair at the top of 
Jason's head, gripping tightly. His jaw went slack as the other man pulled his hair, forcing him to look up into 


James’ face. James stared at him a long moment, and then cleared his throat. 
"Get undressed." When Jason didn't move immediately, James punctuated his statement. "Now." 


Jason scrambled to his feet. He turned to face the window where his reflection stared back at him, flushed, 
his lips were slightly swollen and felt stretched. He could see his hands shaking as they reached for the 
buttons on his pants. He watched as James moved past, behind him, and then as he came back with a pillow in 


his hand. Jason worried how it would go. 


James dropped the pillow on the edge of the round table in front of Jason and snatched up the lube and 
condom. He was standing directly behind Jason, his face hovering in the reflection of the window just over 
Jason's left shoulder. He reached around Jason's waist, lube in one hand, condom in the other and pulled the 


buttons on Jason's jeans open. He leaned in close to the other man's ear. "Get them off. Right now." He 


grumbled into his hair. Jason shucked the jeans past his hips, hearing more than seeing James do the same 
with his own jeans. The dull thwump of material landing on the bed made Jason's muscles jump. He stepped out 
of his own jeans and stood stiffly, in more ways than one, staring into the window's picture. It was almost like 
watching someone else, like an old movie, faded and hard to make out completely. James’ head bent. Jason could 
hear the slick, almost slapping sounds, which he assumed was James' stroking his own cock with lube. He 
watched as James’ raised his head and looked through his eyes in the reflection. James lifted the condom to 
his mouth and bit the edge open with his teeth. His eyes never left Jason as he reached back down and rolled 
the condom onto his cock, the act hidden by Jason's own body. James glanced down and then back to Jason's 


murky stare. Noisier, wet stroking registered. 


‘lm not Kirk" James said. Jason simply nodded. "This won't be gentle." James' hand centered itself between 
Jason's shoulder blades. Jason's hands caught the edges of the table as he felt himself pushed forward. James 
continued. "Nope, it won't be gentle my friend," James slapped the side of Jason's ass hard, making the skin 
sting and his gut clench, "but you're gonna like it just the same." 


Jason laid his face to one side, settling his hip bones against the pillow that guarded him from the hard wood 
of the table and gripped the rounded edge with tight fingers. He was suddenly afraid of the unknown, of the 
possible pain, of the man standing behind him for which he had willingly, if not stupidly, bared himself. He felt 
James' hands on the back of his thighs, the thumbs digging in silent direction. He spread his feet wider, settled 
deeper onto the table, his cock swinging. The hands stroked the backs of his legs, once, twice and then moved 
up, gripping at his cheeks and spreading them apart so that the cool air of the room stroked at his warm hole. 
Jason blinked heavily, his stomach knotted. The silence of the room was suddenly broken by the audible crack 


of James' knees as he bent down. The noise took Jason by surprise and he jumped. What the.. 
"Fuck" Jason breathed out harshly. 


James licked at the smooth skin that separated the space between Jasons balls and asshole, taking in the 
scent of the fear and excitement that poured from the man beneath him. He smelled good, a heady mix of 
sweat and man. James moved upwards, keeping Jason spread wide, and lapped at the entrance, nose pressed 
against the stretched cleft of Jason's cheeks. He smoothed the tip of his tongue against the tightened muscle, 
probing, wanting in, moving away and coming back to push harder. He worked the spit up in his mouth and let it 
drool off his tongue as he licked at Jason until the other man finally let the tongue drive past the taut muscle. 
He moved to hold Jason open with one hand, his tongue fucking Jason's hole as the other hand felt for the 
cock between Jason's legs. Reaching, the palm of James' hand made contact with the dripping head of Jason's 
cock, and James groaned against his asshole in appreciation. He pulled his tongue from Jason's ass, touching his 
lips there, kissing in a line up Jason's crack and then licking the small of his back His palm smeared the dripping 
pre-cum around the head of Jason's dick and he rubbed a stubble roughened cheek along the dip in the small 
of Jason's back. Jason arched in response and James smiled to himself. He stayed there, rubbing Jason's dick in 


his hand and his cheek against Jason's back, simultaneously, as he spoke. 


"Damn little slut” He said as his fingers closed over Jason's hard, heavy flesh. "You want it bad. Look at that 
leaking dick," and James laughed against his back, moving to stand and pulling Jason's dick with him, in his grip. 
His fingers moved down the shaft, he bent his forefinger at the head and pinched Jason hard between his 


knuckle and thumb before dropping the weight and watching the cock swing freely between Jason's spread legs. 


"Ye-ouch." Jason raised his head, barely, and frowned at James over his shoulder. James reached out and 


pushed Jason's head back down. 


‘Its a theory," James said, "that two things can't hurt at the same time." James held the base of his pulsing 
cock in a tight grip, pulling Jason's left cheek aside and aiming carefully as he shoved into Jason's body, sinking 
in just past the head. 


"Fucker." Jason yelled, his attempt to scrabble away from the intrusion was blocked by the table. His hands 
gripped and flexed on the edge of the wood and his shoulders shook considerably. 


"Hunh. Must not work" James held Jason's ass apart, a thumb just to the inside of each cheek, and he looked 
down to the point at which his body now connected with the trembling flesh beneath him. He cleared his 
throat, working the saliva into his mouth and then released the spit directly over Jason's distended asshole. It 
hit with a soft plop and slid off to one side. His fingers dug tightly into the soft flesh and he shifted his 
weight, leaning in at the hip and flexing quickly until the length of him lay inside Jason's body completely. 


"Stop." 


"Stop?" James laughed softly. "The worst of its over now, Jase." James let go of Jason's ass allowing the 
mounds of flesh to close, as much as they could, over his body. His thumbs came together at the base of 
Jason's back, over the incredibly tense muscles and the dampness of fresh sweat. He ran his fingers through 


the moisture and then worked a steady massaging rhythm up Jason's spine. 
First, you gotta breath. lim not about necrophilia, so fucking breath already." 
Jason gasped twice, desperate for oxygen. Another gasp and then his breathing was merely hitched and stilting. 


"That's better. Try a deep breath." James pulled away from Jason, drawing his cock out to the edge and then 
slid back in, his hips meeting Jason's with some force, the table shifting forward just a bit. "Kirk's all about 
that breathing shit.he says it works." James said, offhandedly. Jason began to rise up, but James pushed him 
back down with a palm in the middle of his back. He kept the hand there, holding Jason against the table, and 
dropped his head to see the dark hair of his crotch resting against Jason's creamy white skin. He flexed his 
hips back, mere inches, his brain soaking up the picture before him as his cock plumbed Jason's body. The 
sensation of that dark, forbidden hole was agonizingly pleasant. The trip in had stung a bit, but now the lube 


was working and Jason was relaxing and it was well past time to start the real fucking. 


Jason's panting breath bloomed condensation on the table's surface, just below where his cheek was resting. 
When James forced the head of his cock inside his body it had shocked him, the hurt of it burned, and the 
surprise was like a slap in the face. The blinding white pain he had feared came moments later, when James 
snaked the entire length of his massive dick through Jason's insides in one, excruciating movement. It was hard 


to breathe, even harder still to remain open, vulnerable, motionless. James was completely inside him, he could 


feel it, feel it all. The tip of the man's cock jerked slightly, up and down, inside his body and he could feel the 
wiry hair of James’ crotch scratching at the skin on his ass as he strained against him, bearing down 
forcefully, but the strangest realization was the sensation of James’ sack knocking against his own balls. It was 
a subtle, inconsistent tap, one that occurred only when James bucked hard enough for Jason's balls to rock 
back as James pushed forward. It wasn't altogether unpleasant, but he still felt he should have waited. 


He should have waited for Kirk, even if it hadn't been tonight. It would have been better. Maybe even easier. 


James didn't want to kill Kirk now, he wanted to kiss him. Jason's ass was tight, slick and warm, and he wasn't 
fighting back. Jason hadn't given up, or truly called a stop. James shifted back, pulling the length of him out 
where he stayed for a moment, letting his glans pull at the insides of Jason's entrance. He leaned back and 
looked past where their legs pressed together, smiled when he saw that Jason was still hard and swinging, 
thrust when he watched the drip of pre-cum well up enough to fall to the carpet between their feet. 


James's hands squeezed at Jason's hips, pressing hard into the bone there, before letting go and moving up his 
body. He leaned over Jason's back, grinding their sweat together, chest to back, breath to heaving breath. His 
lips came down next to Jason's ear as his cock tried to pound its way through the front of Jason's body. He 
panted, ruffling Jason's curls. 

"Look, Jase." 

"Wha-unh--what?" 

James lifted off Jason's head. Jason rose up just an inch on his elbows and straightened his neck. He was 
surprised the window was so close, James’ thrusts must have moved the table. James moved back into his 
ear. 

"Look at ‘em down there." 


The line of figures still stood, stoic in the midnight cold, waiting. 


"What do you think they'd say if they could see me fucking your ass?" James slammed into him hard. Jason's 


answer was an unintelligible grunt from the force. 
"Yeah. Stupid fuckers. They couldn't handle it" James thrust into Jason, knocking the table against the glass. 
Jason panicked; sure the kids below could hear them, the wood banging against glass with every puncture of 


his ass. James backed off Jason, straightening up and pulling Jason's hips against him to meet his driving cock. 


James reached forward, pawing at Jason's bicep and drawing it backwards. Jason's right shoulder hit the table 


hard. 


"Touch yourself, Jason" James was breathing fast and hard. 


Jason fumbled to get a hold of his dick Pressed against the table he was forced to place his hand backwards, 
thumb against his balls, fingers wrapping tightly around his cock. He pulled hard on his length, his mouth open, 


eyes screwed shut. 
"Cimon man. You gotta get off, for me. C'mon Jay." 


Jason tugged at his skin, trying to pull in time to the rutting animal behind him. James started to pull 
completely out before shoving back through his insides, the edge of the head of his cock skipping over that 
one special spot inside Jason. James rose up on the balls of his feet, angling more and assaulting Jason's 


prostate harder each time. 
‘Unh 

"That's it Jase. C'mon fucker" 

"Oh fuck" 

"Yeah" James fucked Jason faster. "Oh yeah" 

"Fuck. Oh fuck, don't stop. Right there, don't fucking stop." 
James growled deep in his chest. His legs tensed. 


Jason stroked his dick hard, tightening his fist to an almost painful pressure. His hips slammed back to meet 


James' thrusts and he could feel their balls hit. "Shit. Shit, shit. James l'm-- Shit." 


The clenching inside Jason started and James pushed back and forth against the sweet friction. "That's it 
Jason, that's it, fucking dump it out for me." There was a warm splash against his curled toes and then he lost 
all control, filling the tight latex with his sperm. His grunts filled the air between them and he continued to 
push into Jason until his dick bent with softness. The retreat was less than graceful. James fell back onto the 
mattress behind him, holding his cock and peeling the condom from his sticky skin, tossing it onto the floor at 
the foot of the bed. 


"Mother fuck me running," he breathed heavily. 


Jason didn't move. He wasn't sure he could trust his legs to hold him upright so he stayed across the table 
for a moment, catching his breath and holding his shrinking cock. A second later he realized his ass was in the 
air and he straightened quickly. James was on the end of the bed, but he didn't have the energy to care. He 
took two steps and then dropped down next to the man. Jason jumped when James' hand came across the 


space between them and rested on his side, just above the curve of his hip. 


"Gimme twenty." James said, rolling towards Jason and licking at the skin covering his rib cage. 


"What?" 


James pulled Jason to him, spooning him against his stomach, his wet cock pressed against an ass cheek. He 


laughed. 
"Give me twenty, and we'll start on the rest of those condoms." 


Jason sighed. The warmth against his back was comforting, but the words were alarming. His ass hurt, but 
really, what was a little pain between friends? 


